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D E UIC AI 


8 You, ye Fair of Britain's happy Ile, 

Who more than Cafar conquer-—with a ſmile, 
To whom. ſoft pity, and each grace belong, 
The Muſe inſcribes a tributary ſong. 
Should carpmg Momus, with forbidding phaz, 
Cry, © Heavns preſerve us! what a ſtrain is his, 
« That braves the world, pedantic, bold, and free, 
* Unknown the rage of Critics or of me 
He dies---and by my honour'd felf 1 ſwear, 
« His daring ſoul evap'rates into air!“ 
Should Momus thus with ſcorn and malice view 
The gentle theme I dedicate to you, | 
Forgive me if my page informs the Youth 
The cauſe, with fair fomplitity and truth. 
Full many an hour rolPd heavily along 
My foul, thro* ſorrow, yet untun'd to ſong, 
Till from your fhrine I caught poetic fire; 
For Women more than Phebus can inſpire; 

From 
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From which my friends ( fuch fortune was my han 9 
The title gave Poet to the Fair; 

Of Laureat---Gods! how I rever'd the name, 

Yet deem'd my own the pinnacle of fame: 3 
And ſtill with conſtant and with earneſt voice, 4 
Shall thank Apollo for their partial choice. 

To whom then, LADIES, ſhould the Poet fue? 

Of whom implore protection but of you? 

To gain that boon no higher does he aim 

Your ſmiles are Muſes, Inſpiration, Fame | 


So when young Cupid, as the I Poet ſings, 
Eſſay'd to fly, and prun'd his little wings, 
The Muſes found him, and with air divine, 
They brought the culprit unto Beauty's ſhrine. 

Fond Venus ranges thro each myrtle grove, 


4 And with a pledge regains the God of Love, 
1 Who, tho has liberty 2s won, tis plain, 
I ſtill a willing ſlave to Beauty's gentle reign. 
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N vain, my Lissy! do ] ſtrive to ling ; 4 
The Muſe forgets ſhe ever knew the art; 0 
No friend, alas! the precious balm can bring, $ 
To ſooth the tumults of my troubled heart. _— 


The hoary Camus, ſtealing with delight, 
In ſoft meanders thro' th' Athenian grove; 
The lonely bird that warbles thro the night, 
And chaunts the bleſſings of connubial love; 


B | Inſpires _ 


Inſpires no more---for ah! each rural ſcene 

That once delighted, wakes the penſive moan; 
And every valley, and each grot ſerene, 

Now ſpeak of nothing but of LISS v gone. 


In vain the roſe ſhall wanton in the gale, 
Unus'd for fragrance and for ſweets to toil; 
In vain the primroſe ſhall adorn the vale, 
Save where my LI1ssY condeſcends to ſmile. 


In vain the lark, high-tow'ring to the {ky, 
At day's approach ſhall hail the riſing ſun, 
Since every note will raiſe the penſive ſigh, 


And ſpeak of nothing but of Lissy gone. 


Where the mild OuzzE's gentle murmurs flow, 
Beſide thoſe hills where rural bleſſings reign, 
View'd from the ſacred edifice below, 


Where reſt our friends from ſorrow and from pain; 


Alas! 


+ This Stanza is deſcriptive of a beautiful View at the Place of the Author's Nativity. 
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Alas! I cry'd, why have the Fates decreed 
The Muſe, all ſad, and penſive and forlorn, 
Like Philomela in the plaintive mead, 
To ſing, her boſom tortur'd with a thorn ? 


O were it mine with competence, (no more 
I aſk of Fortune and the Fates but thee, 
Whoſe ſmiles could chear my paſlage to the ſhore 
From which deſpair and hapleſs ſorrow flee) 


O were it mine with competence to tread 
Thro' life, unknown to grandeur and to fame, 

My Lissy then ſhould grace my nuptial bed, 

And bleſs the paſſion which her beauties claim. 


But why ſhould fortune bar the paths to joy? 

Why ſhould the frowning world each ſweet controul? 
Can ought, ye ſage Philoſophers! deſtroy 
The dear, and latent bleſſings of the foul? 
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Can we not wander by AURORA's ray, 
O' er yonder fields now ting'd with vivid green, 
With all the beauties of the flow'ry May, 
With cowſlips, daiſies, each of modeſt mien? 


Ah! ſcene of bliſs, luxurious of delight, 

That crav'ſt no pomp or patrimonial eaſe, 
Where rich PAcTOLUS ne'er deludes the ſight 
With golden ore, the ſelfiſh mind to pleaſe! 


To ſerious thought, and contemplation kind, 
Inſpiring numbers to each tuneful theme, 


Where yon high poplar whiſpers to the wind, 
And bows in rev'rence to the filver ſtream : 


Can we not there, by innocence implor'd, 

Attend ſome flock by paſture, ſhade, or hill, 
With ſimple viands grace our humble board, 
And ſip the eſſence of the falling rill? 


There 
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There let us haſte—and love ſhall lead the way; 
There ſhall my Lissy all my plaints appeaſe; 
In chearful innocence ſhall paſs the day, 
And reſt at night in cottages of eaſe. 


There ſhall my fair one cull the choiceſt flow'r; 

There ſhall each lambkin revel in her ſmile; 
There be the offspring of our love the dow'r 
Of comfort, virtue, induſtry, and toil. 


Thrice happy taſk each precept to impart, A 
Their minds with pure religion to impreſs ; | 9 4 4 
To grace their features with a noble heart, 1 
And teach their boſoms what it is to bleſs! 


By int' reſt lur d, with vice and folly vain, 
How vaſt the numbers mid the gay and great, 

Who boaſt of friendſhip, yet thro' all her train, 
Corrode each partial boſom with deceit ! 
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( 12 ) 
There ſhall no dangers threaten to moleſt 
The peaceful off rings of our lowly ſhrine; 


There ſhall each zephyr wanton as we reſt, 
And Lissy, O ye Gods! ſhall then be mine. 


No- thou art born to more exalted joys, 
The partial favours of indulgent fate, 

For ſome gay youth, and grandeur's tinſel toys, 
That pleaſe the tow'ring fancy of the great. 


For me be humbler happineſs in ſtore, 
(Each bleſſing ſure is handmaid to content) 
To hve and read the tuneful pages o'er, 
And praiſe each moment with the Mules ſpent. 


But ſhould my earthly portion be diſtreſs, 
Say, ſhould Misfortune * mark me for her own,” 
Would'ſt thou refuſe my aching ſoul to bleſs? 


Woulcd'ſt thou, alas! thy once-lov d friend difown? 


Now 


( 89:7 
No thou art.form'd of Nature's fairer mould; 
The tear of pity from thine eye would ſtart ; 


Nor (Heav'n be prais'd!) would'ſt thou for once withold 
The deareſt tribute of a feeling heart. 


Ves thou would'ſt lift me from the lowly earth; 
Thy foſt ring zeal would bid my ſorrows ceaſe ; 
Thou dſt ſcorn, if ſuch thou had'ſt, the pride of birth, 
And crown the evening of my days with peace. 


Forgive me, Heavn! and let it ne er be ſaid, 
My foul, with impious murmur and deſpair, 
Tinvoke thy vengeance on my rebel head, 
Diſtruſts thy ſecret, providential care! 


To gild my paſſage to th' illuſtrious dead, 
What tho are mine nor wealth, nor pow r, nor fame, 
Nor wreaths of glory bloſſom o er my head, g 
Nor pompous titles venerate my name; 


Remov d from ſorrow s inaufpieicus ray, "2 
I thank my FATHER for my humble "gg 1 | 
| Since youth's gay morn. has ripen d into da 


Too low for pride, too lofty for deſpair. 8 10 


. * * 0 ” - . * 1 1 
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| Mine be the tal (ho ome more. faygur'd youth, 
Of worth ſuperior, of ſuperior charms, N 
To crown his love, his con arid truth, 


* I 15 bleſsd with. al my LtssY 1 In his Am 
| | As Mine be the taſk to wiſh thee evVryJoyi! nh 
_/ By Angels wafted from the bleſt abode; - . - | 
4} Bn And, leſt an envious blaſt thy ſweets deſtroy, 1081 
3 Commit thy ſafety to thy parent N. 5 


